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"Dzien dobry, panovi! The burgomaster sends me. I am quartered with you ..."
That was in accordance with the Commandant's orders, and the Germans accepted them without opposition.
Since the number of Poles arriving constantly increased and some of them acted like the masters in the homes of their hosts, the people had become ill-at-ease.
Everyone knew that most of the foreigners who had been obliged to work in Silesia had left long ago. The Russians, Ukrainians, White Russians, all citizens of the Soviet Union, had been rounded up in the various villages by soldiers of the occupation command, marched to Hirschberg, and from there taken to a collecting camp. The foreign workers and prisoners from the western countries had set out in small groups for Prague, by routes and at times determined by the Russian authorities, and from there they had been transported to Paris by air. Only the Poles remained.
When they began to abuse the hospitality of their German landlords and sell carpets, sewing machines, fur-pieces, and china that belonged to the latter for their own profit, the first conflicts took place.
The Germans complained to their burgomasters. A woman told how the Pole in her house, a coarse young fellow, had attempted to take her wedding ring from her finger and said as he did so, ''Me—Polish Gestapo! Just wait, old German witch! Your turn will come, too: out on street and away—to Germany ..."
This report was similar to others. Our burgomaster shook his head, a smallish head like that of the typical mountain dweller of the district: "You don't suppose that the Poles have convinced themselves that our Riesengebirge are—part of Poland ..."
I showed him a 1944 copy of the London Times with a map of the boundary along the Oder that had been discussed at Yalta. Lower Silesia on the left bank of the Oder, including the Hirschberg district, was distinctly designated as part of Germany.
We decided to appeal to Colonel Smirnov and to consult our provisional Landrat*
Since the Soviets had removed the modern electric trains, train service between Hirschberg and Krummhubel had temporarily ceased. As in the days of our grandfathers, the trip to the district capital was made by horse and carriage.
While the burgomaster and two members of the council went to see the Commandant, I went to the Landrat's office.
The Landrat greeted me in a friendly manner. His face was deeply furrowed with care.
"We have visitors here, many dear visitors," he said sarcastically. "Every day Poles arrive and find themselves work to do in the office."
*A district magistrate in charge of local administration.